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in his Youth,----an Hoſpital of Scars. 
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KEDK EBELLIOUS Adpels; in an heavenly ſphere, 
0: 5 Aim'd at the crown-=-as Stuarts have done here: 


TS: The Rebels fell---Virtue triumphant role, 
And, like the Devil's, damn'd the Stuart s cauſe: 


From ſuch exalted, choſen Legions, came 


The godlike character, the Soldier's fame 


Hail ! men of arms, who, when the world began, 
Protected honour, when the cauſe of man. 
Hail ! men of arms, whoſe gen'rous ſouls defend 
The injur'd Beauty, where ſhe feeks a friend : 
Dare give that proof which gen'rous Scirro gave, 
Who, midſt his Triumphs, nobly ftoop'd, to fave 
A captive Princeſs ; ſuch the Roman part ; 


Such is our WILLIAu's, ſuch our Conwar's Heart. 
B Hail! 
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Hail men of arms 1---ſo laviſh of yoty blood, 
To bleed, to die, for a cold Country's good ; 
Who dare, in ſpite of black oppreſſions fight; 
Who loſe your own, to gain your Country's right: 5 
Who dare what no mechanic ſoul e er cou 4, 
Dare life, dare fortune give for England's good. 
And, in return, What may this England give b 
Not wherewithall to make the Soldier live; 
Not even wherewithall to cloath the breaſt, 
That bore thy banners thro' the ſavage Weſt. 

O grateful Country ! to forget the ſouls 
That gave thee conſequence between the Poles : 
Made thee of conſequence, in ſpite of fools, 


Who've now undone thee---by their undone rules. 


O! ſhall the men who ſav'd their Country's fame, 
Rot on a dunghill ?---Shall none dare to blame 
The purſe-proud pilot of a ſhatter'd bark, 
Who gropes at noon, where others ſteer at dark? 
Shall in Honduras Spaniards ſpill our blood, 
And TwIrcHER fay---< It's but a little wood. 
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Shall dull Oeconomy, with high bon'd cheek, 
Feed ev'ry Scot, and I not dare to ſpeak ? 
Shall M* on Ms roll like the endleſs waves, 
And the poor Savage own the rods of ſlaves ? 
Will not our numerous liſts one man afford, 
Jo rule that place he conquer'd with his ſword ? 
Shall Crauford, like a mole, St. Philip's mine? 
Muſt Johnſon too be ſprung, or elſe reſign ? 
Shall this mean partial fiend unnotic'd paſs, 
Roll'd in his plaid ? and I ſo much the aſs, 
Tamely go on, tamely my burden bear, 

And tamely eat thoſe thiſtles meant his ſhare ? 
Tamely ſubmit to arbitrary ſway, 

And not exert my parts, the power to bray. 


Can men of courage, men of honour, bear 
To ſtarve---whilſt ſome proud Peer's ſcholaſtic heir, 
Whipping his top, or rolling of his hoop, 
Is in his goe-cart trundl'd to a Troop---- 
Acroſs a ſtick ſhall maſter E * t prance, 
With the ſame colours that IJ bore in France? 
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Or, to burleſk us---ſhall the prazty Cherld, 
Go with his Nurſe, and rattle to the field ? 
Shall Woolly G * r* n from his ſyntax be 
Remov'd at once into a company? 
Or ſhall this bread and butter Hero rule 
With the ſame rod, he feels at Eton ſchool ? 
Rule thoſe who felt the ſcars of Minden's day, 
When this young Lord could ſcarce with puſſy play? 
Shall Stuart's ſubalterns, with many a ſcar, 
Have no preferment for a ſeven year's war ? 
Shall all this be, and not one honeſt pen, 
Aſſert the cauſe of injur'd ENGLISHMEN 7 
4 Shall men in power, becauſe their power is great, 
5 Diſtreſs the Army to ſupport their State? 
4 Shall Lady ]“ too uncenſur'd die, 
®3 And ceaſe to ſell, becauſe we ceaſe to buy ? 
Shall all her ill begotten heaps of gold 
Reſt, like thoſe dead commiſſions ſhe has ſold ? 
Shall ſhe in infamy return to duſt, 
And I not ſhame her mercenary luſt ? 
Shall all theſe be, and ſhall not ſuch baſe crimes 
Make name, make carcaſe ſtink to after times ? 


Shall 
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Shall dirty Agents, or their dirtier Clerks, 

In chariots chalk me when I walk the Parks ? 
Shall that Scotch kennel too, in Conduit-Street, 
Breed up foul mongrels both to bark and cheat ? 
We without fear in war, in peace have fears ; 
Of half- pay cheated, and of all arrears : 
Are not theſe fears ſufficient, ſad alarms | 


To make the brave renounce the bearing arms ? 


Tell me the diff rence now of being brave, 
And being a baſe, rank coward to the grave ? 
Since Miniſters dare leave the brave to rot, 
Their deeds forgotten, and themſelves forgot ; 
And yet applaud the coward, tho' the ſtains 
Were made indelible, on Mix DEN 's plains. 
Shall he, that daſtard Minion, riſe to fame, 
Who lately ſkulk'd thro' ev'ry ſtreet for ſhame ? 


Shall he, whoſe deeds drew from a feeling throng, 


Contemptuous dirt, à patriot roll along? 
Shall all this be, and not a change ſo ſad, 
Clip the gay wings of Martinets run mad? 
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Can we forget how D * loſt his joy, 
And is he'd ever rear'd ſo baſe a boy? 


The times are- chang' +—Ir $ quite enough we're gay, 
The coat gives honour, and the coat gives pay: 
Hyde Park gives battles, battles without wounds; 
For flanking parties beat the nightly rounds : 
The pay's the fame, and home preferments ſhow, 
To kill a waiter 's braver than a foe : 

Our body Guards have gain'd as much renown 
At Charing-croſs, as thoſe who ſack d a town. 
They ſeem to me, when e'er they deign to ts 
Deep in a marrow-bone, like GurLIVER. 

The coward's coat appears as bloody red, 

As his who bravely fought, who bravely bled : 
Honour's a jeſt, cowards of ſenſe deſpiſe, 

He's doubly mad, who madly fights to riſe; 
What's Liberty or Property to him, 

When Honour will not mend a broken limb. 


Of old, when 183 nnn banners spread, 


The brave were cheriſh d, and the brave were fed : 
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In thoſe rare days, when Kings durſt hear alarms, 
And nobly bear the brunt of adverſe arms : 
Could look with Knowledge on a gay Review, 

Could flog with ſpirit, could reward where due : 


Such were the lives the antient Soldiers led, 

And fuch the Sons which antient Britain bred. 

Friends, in thoſe days, the ſoldier never ſought; 

The King, promiſcuous, with his people fought ; | . 
Beheld their acts, bore the fatigues of war; 'Y 

Knew all their pains, and made them all his care : 


Like Trajan, tore for bandages his ſhirt ; 
Bound up their wounds, and felt the ſoldier's hurt. 
In theſe rare days, you'll find us very few, 


As Trajan good, or Harry MonmouTH true. 4 


O! my brave Soldiers, who your wrongs can read, 


But as he reads muſt bluſh, and bluſhing bleed, 
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To find your inj'ries of ſo late a date, 

And iſſued from that oracle, the State. 

What muſt we think---when men, auguſt by birth, 

Can ſtoop to hurt the reptiles of the Eart; iT 3 
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And yet negle& the eagles of the ſkies, 
Which roam at will, and threat the ſubjects eyes. 


Baſe was the thought, where e er the thought began, 
To ſtoop to break, to ſtarve a poor old man: 

Not old by age, old by the arms he bore, 

Arms which obtain'd him honour from his corps; 

Arms which a Czsar might have wiſh'd to weild, 
When AccourrT reap'd the glories of the field. 

O! Accourt, Accourt had thy children's food, 

Hung on a {tep-dame Country's gratitude | 

They might have roam'd from door to door, and ſought 
That bread, for which their poor old father fought. 


Come, my brave Soldiers, tho* our Country bows 
To mix her friends amongſt her bitt'reſt foes ; 
Yet ſtill the gen'rous Soldier feels the ſting, 
And loves his Country above ev'ry thing. 
Such could I wiſh that love in ev'ry ſoul, 
At leaſt in thoſe who mean to rule the whole. 
Self-love's a channel, narrow and confin'd, 


The dirty current of a dirty mind. 
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That bounty, which the right of arms ſupply'd ; 
For which ſo many fought, ſo many died: 
Had Harry known it, he had mark d the ſlave, 
And kick'd the hungry mongrel to the grave. 
3 


Tell me one man, who has the world fail'd round, 
Amongſt thoſe various animals, Ser found 
A Rat, a Rat that could one night devour 
Ten thouſand dollars, and the whole ſecure ? 
Rats, which thro' Convents/burrow'd, gnaw'd thro” cheſts, 
Pillag'd large Churches, and deftroy'd the Priefts : 
Rats, ſuch as theſe did Mexico produce, 
Rats, which the Leaders found of wond'rous uſe - 
Of ſo much Uſe, they kept theſe cunning Rats, 
In high protection, from the hungry Cats. 
Had it been known, a Cat did once moleſt 
Theſe long-tail'd Thieves, at ſome poor priſoner's cheſt, 
He had been ſkinn'd, and Hogg'd, an Lord knows what, 
As a retaliation to the Rat. 


O ! ſhould the Ghoſts of thoſe Gear injurd-ouls, 


Riſe from their murky graves and dreary holes; 
E With 
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With bloody arms, with bloody hammocks hung, | 


And roll this catechiſm o'er the tongue ? 
« Where is that right for which we ſpilt our add 


“ Where is our Widow's, where our Children's food? 


Where is one man, beſides thyſelf, would dare 


«© To rob ſo many by ſo'baſe a ſhare ? 

« Give twenty ſhillings for theſe ſouls who died, 

e Keep twenty thouſand pounds to glut thy pride: 
« O ſhame! O ſhame! O ſhame! to have it ſaid, 
e You ſtarve the living, and diſturb the dead. 
From theſe great acts, if France ſhould menace more, 
What injur'd Soldier will defend this ſhore ? 

What head-ſtrong fool will run to thy relief ? 
What beggar Warrior feed a hungry Chief ? 
When ſuch diſintereſted gifts were ſpread, 

To thoſe who vanquiſh'd, and for thoſe who bled. 


Enough of wars, and all their chain of griefs ; 


Enough of Agents, and enough of Chiefs. 


When Roman Soldiers bore the prize of fame, 
Were their amuſements check d by acts of Game ? 


Where they denied upon their own Demain, 
To ſhoot that bird, which fed upon their grain ? 


Shall ſome rich Booby of a Country 'Squire, l 
Poſſeſſing all the follies of his Sire ? 4 
Roam at his will, kill what he pleaſes too, | 1 
And I,. who've ſerv'd my CounTRy, moſt not ſhew 4 


May face, amongſt ſuch ſycophants of fame, 
Who eat, - ve Gods !-----what I'm forbid to name. 
Are theſe our liberties, are theſe the laws, 
Which fetter thoſe, who tetter'd England's foes ? 
Was it not for the Soldier's gen'rous hand, 4 
How had oppreſſion ſtalk d throughout this Land? i 


What had you been, but from their arms, their wounds? F 
But juſtly ſhot, like Birds, upon your grounds. 
But ſuch is money, that a booby Heir, Mo all aud 7 5 
Takes out a writ againſt a bird of th Air, FF | * 
Or lays embargoes on the feather d Kind, Eq" S b T 6 
Which God intended gen'ral, ai theiminds-;! £11 doh 5: '2 

But ſtop not here, let Conwar's inj rie ſpeak ;- 5 f 1 


And if the crimſon does not quit the cheen +fF 
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Of all but Minifters, I'Il ceaſe to tell Woo 
How brave he fought, how wrong d the SoLpre fell. 


This brave young Man, whom patriot glory bore 
To fight your battles, on a foreign ſhore; 
This brave young man, who acted as he ſhou'd, 
Stood firm for Liberty, and England's good: 
Smiles at reduction mongſt the meaneſt things, 
Except low paſſion, „and the pride of Kings.” 


But can Reduction in 'a noble cauſe, 
Hurt the firm Soul, at leaſt the ſouls of thoſe 
Who bore the frowns of France ? and ſhame to fay, 
Bear too the frowns of England on half- pay. 
Thus, like a whore, the Army learns tallure, 
Robs the brave youth then kicks him from the door: 
Denies the pay for which he bravely fought, 
And doubts his honowr from his thread-bare coat. 


CoNnSsCIENCE, f all our phyſic, -works the laſt 3 
That pill, Prerogative, "how guick it paſt | 
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What honeſt man could heſitate to vote, 
When M----- held his knife at Freedom's throat? 
And for this Patriot act---theſe glorious times, 
Damn all his Merit to defend their crimes : 
It muſt be ſo---while men are Great, not wile, 


Doubt their own fight, and borrow other's eyes. 


Crowns will deceive the heads on which they're worn ; 
Sweet is the Roſe, but ſtill it wears its thorn : 
Tho' ſet with di'monds, and tho' lind with down, 
Carx plumes at top, and boaſts--- «© Thou'rt all my own.“ 
Did we but know what CaRE from Greatneſs ſprings, 
No Cottager his ſtate would change with Kings. 


But here, ye Gods | I aſk to ſtand alone, 
And if I cannot ſtarve without one groan, 
Retain my honour midſt fuch preſſing woes, 
My courage quit me mongſt my Country's foes, 
Yes----let me ſtarve amongſt thoſe friends I've fed, 
Or, like a Bz11sazius, beg my bread, - | 


4 


4 1 . . 4 1 N x | 2 wo, 2 28 ö ” N 22 3 Y 4 EE, 
WERE Eo ²˙ a » MARES OG. oo eo d oe Nate. ES aan ” 2 


* we 


1 1 S 23 
* r 8 * e P ets nc ths * * "On l 
„ , ** "R WR." 53 _ z ON OD 
. , Fu , #6 N . 
* . 7 + "OI ET. eo. 
-, "0 
* 3 48 
* 9 
2 & 
. » "= x 
% 2 


e 


sor pDpIE R 


When that dread day, ye Gods | ſhall be my fate; 


Quit not your ſervant in his wretched ſtate ! 


But rather fortify his ſoul, to bear 
What baſe Oeconomy has mark'd his ſhare. 


Riches | avaunt----I aſk ye not----be gone; 
I'd rather have the words on CHURcHILI's * ſtone ; 
Pine, ſhiver, creep on ſome bleak Heath, and die, 
Than ſtink, like Twircuzsx to eternity. 


There liv'd a Man, by Hui. a Member choſe ; 
His name was Andrew Marvel, known to thoſe 
Who durſt unfold their ſouls as Patriots ſhou'd, | 
When vicious men would thirſt for Patriot blood. 2 
An honeſt Member, but in days of yore, 
When Members had much truth, and yet were poor: 
When Members durſt refuſe a venal vote, Fo 
And ſerv'd their Country in a thread- bare coat. 
Thus was our Maxver, when his: Country's good, 
Call'd him to ſerve her as a Member ſhou'd : | 


* See the CANDIDATE. 
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Serve her he did (as Engliſhmen ſhould do) 

Her good he voted, and, reſolv d, withdrew. 

Kept his integrity, in ſpite of want, 

In ſpite of gola, and Miniſterial cant. 

In ſpite of menaces, in ſpite of lies, | 

In ſpite of Scaffolds, and i in ſpite of ſpies, 

Proud of his honour, which was Maxver' s pride, 
And, rather than he'd pawn it---ſtary'd---and died. 
Thus, MaRvEL greatly ſtood to public view ; _ 
It fuch my fate, be ſuch my ſpirit too. | 


In theſe rare days, ſuch Men you rarely know, 
What ANDREW MARVEL was, is METHAM now. 
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